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Introduction

Halloween.

There are no ancient witches casting spells.

There are no madmen, indestructible and merciless.

There are no ghosts waiting with knives to slash
and kill the living.

All there is three University Professors trying to

solve the problem that has puzzled the highest and the
lowest since time began.
“What happens when we die?”
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in the Beginning

: Otto, we can’t make this change. I know the danger of the new
heresies and even the possibility of the Pagans gaining more power. I
know all this, but we can’t make a change of this magnitude, Otto.
The Bishops will never accept it...”

The man sitting at the table lifted a heavily ringed finger to
silence the speaker. When he was sure the other man was listening,
he spoke.

“My friend, if you are going to disagree with me, I suggest you
address me as Your Holiness. ” ‘ |

“But. .. but...” » k

Pope Otto raised his eyebrov;s at his friend, the Bishop.

“Julian, let me make this.clear: the thirty-first day,’of the month
of October is perhaps the most important day in the Pagan calendar.
The energies that it inspires must be used for the purposes of Mother
Church. We must take this day from the enemies of Christ. Yes?”

Julian realised that Otto’s mind was made up. Otto was a clever
and resourceful man. He intended to leave his mark on the Christian
calendar. Julian might voice his objections in private, but he was not
going to stand against Otto, the most powerful man in the Christian
world and the direct representative of God on Earth.

The Christian world at this time was a mess of heresy. Groups
led by madmen, priests, soldiers, ambitious rulers and all sorts, were

springing up. The Holy Mother Church was losing the struggle for the

souls of the people. The last day of October was the end of the Celtic
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year. It was the Feast of the Dead. The sun entered the gates of Hell
on this day of the Celtic calendar. Evil spirits could escape and roam
the world doing mischief.

“Julian, my friend, sit down, please sit down. I will tell you
what I propose to do. I will make an order allowing three Masseé té be
said on this day, the same as on the Day of the Birth of Christ. There
will be a special Mass said for the dead. It will be a day of prayer for
the souls of the Saints and Martyrs. The people will forget that it was
ever a part of a different calendar. This is what I will do. Will you
stand by me?”

The Bishop drummed his fingers on the table, thinking hard. He
feared for the souls of God’s children on earth. Did the strength of
Mother Church lie in its stability or in its flexibility? He did not envy
Otto. The Church was weaker than most people realised. The massive
walls of the Abbey were only walls of stone. The wealth of the Church
was only as safe as the strength of those to whom it was entrusted.
The Authority of the Pope rested on the support of the Bishops.

“What will you call this festival, Your Holingss?”

“Please, Julian, call me Otto. It will be‘the Festivalyofv All
Saints. It may also be known by the Hallowed Names of the Saints
and Martyrs. Yes, All Hallows’ Eve.”

“We are tampering with forces we do not understand,” thought
Julian. His fears would echo down the centuries. Difficult and dan-
gerous was "[he‘ world of God’s children.

The two men sat in silence.

Pges

A




Halloween

ooooooo © o 0 06 0 06 0 0D 6O G 6 0 OC 0@ ¢ 0 0 6 00 0 O ¢ 06 00 ¢ 0

R—AEIER, X—REER B, ERREANTEL,
IR BHAEZC — R HE A 3R 10 K 1T o 8 3 1y 52 i 2 15 91306 29 s 53k
E B A

CORFZ, R, B, BLTF, REEFRKRRE KT
B RETHEE, RTEMIEX TR, s
4 HIBR—HE e ATE LT RTEE 09 A — R, % — Tl
WA RIEE RIS B X AT ARIE % — R Y
ZIRT A —EPE, SREREM. KaLHRTG?”

EHERT LRETH, WATUE. OREY F %
BAER ET REOR R FHHA0IREERBE K
BEMRRE MBI M RERRI, BANHBRE
HRZBATRBI 2. B8 5% 1 5 e s (2
ARERN. AEREHEMNRGER, BENMES L%
%, BB IOBUREARM E R0,

“EATE RGN H, BT

RRL, B R M RIEI . SRR FTH A
Ho FATSE T AR 4T 12 4 K . A, MR
we,”

“BATRAERE THRAM R SRR, IS LA
HHEE, A1—EAERbB—REOIE, £ T R4 E Rt
L TR T IR,

BN, AT U,

ooooo



4
() BRI RS 5

e 0606 6 0 00006 © 0 060606 0 0 06 © 0 6© ° 6 00060 0060000000 0c 0006000

. The Discussion

“ W ! _ .
e are tampering with forces we do not understand !

There was silence in the room.

The three people sitting in the warm, subdued light looked at
each other to see who would break first. The silence lengthened.

Professor Sarah Goring was the first to: give in.

Her burst of laughter echoed round the room and set the whisky
glasses on the tray ringing in sympathy. Her companions collapsed in
helpless laughter. They each sat in their comfortable armchair, the
firelight shining on their faces, unable to get the hackneyed phrase
out of their minds. No one could remember which particular “Fran-
kenstein” film the line was from, but the more they thought about it,
the funnier it seemed. ‘ '

Finally, the three friends fell again into a silence, disturbed
only by the crackling of the fire and an occasional giggle which
threatened to set them all going again.

Despite the laughter, there was an atmosphere of tension between
them. Professor (’j\oring’s ideas might have come from one of the flood
of cheap horror movies which filled the cinemas in the 1960’s and not
from the mind of a respectable university Professor.

But, somewhere, a nerve had been touched. The room was full

of ghosts — full of Possibility.

“Sarah?”

“Yes, Paul?”
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“What is Halloween? I mean, what is it apart from that dreadful
American habit of encouraging kids to dress up, knock on doors and
risk my boot up their backsides. .. ?”

“And that oppressive series of films of the same name,
which. . . " interrupted Professor Ketley, “ ... even on my loneliest
Saturday night, I manage to avoid!” |

“ Spoken like true Protestants,” laughed Sarah, picking up her
glass and watching the swirl of alcohol above the surface of the pale
liquid. She filled her mouth with whisky. The fumes, evaporating in
the warmth, caught at the back of her throat and threatened to start
her coughing. She waited. The feeling subsi&ed. The taste of moor-
land, of granite rock and the hint of a warm Highland fire on a cold,
rainy night filled her with a sense of well-being. She settled deeper
into her chair, in no hurry to speak and waste the pleasure of the fine
spirit.

“Halloween, my deai Paul, ignorant as you are of all the finer
points of Catholic theology, is the shortened form of All Hallows” Eve. ”

“That doesn’t make me any wiser,” said the engineer.

Sarah snorted and continued her explanation in her favourite and
most annoying, teaching voice.

“We poor Catholics believe that the souls of the dead go to
Heaven or Hell...” )

“Or some place in between. .. ?i’

“Yes, Paul, Purgatory. The sinners who havent condemned
themselves to Hell for all eternity, go to Purgatory, where they are not

lost, but are not saved. They suffer, but they have the hope of finally

I

being released and going to Heaven. . .
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“I don’t believe in Heaven,” interrupted Professor Ketley.

Sarah looked across at the mischievous twinkle in the Professor’s
eye and said, “George, can we limit the conversation to Christian
theology? If we have to explore the finer philosophical points of your
Jewish fore-fathers, we’ll be here all night!”

»

“We're here all night, anyway,” said Paul, smugly.

“You know quite well what I‘ mean, Paul. ‘Listen; Once a year,
all the poor souls in Purgatory are freed for one ﬁight to wander the
earth. Prayers for mercy for these tormented souls, made by the liv-
ing, may be heard and may shorten their suffering. The souls of those
in Purgatory have a\ chance of eternal blisé if only one of their living
friends or relatives — or some other generous person — prays for their
salvation.” Haven’t you ever heard of the phrase: ‘ Don’t speak ill of
the dead’ ? Halloween and the possibility of the wishes of the living

H

being able to affect the dead, is where this saying comes from. ’

Paul looked out of the uncurtained windows at the night. The
firelight sometimes caught on the branches of trees near the house. He
moved uncomfortably in his chair. His whisky glass balanced, swa-
ying and forgotten, on one of the padded armrests. He felt a chill run
down his spine. He did not know why, but Catholicism always man-
aged to strike a raw nerve in him. It was as if his own liberal “Church
of England” upbringing, had allowed him to play at religion, to con-

vince himself that God, if he existed, was like a kindly, retired Colo-

nel, sometimes indulging in fits of irritation.




